If thou canst give it, then thou never gav'st it.
Love's riddles are, that though thy heart depart,
It stays at home, and thou with losing sav'st it:
But we will love a way more liberal
Than changing hearts to join us! so we shall
Be one, and one another's all.

SONG

Sweetest Love! I do not go

For weariness of thee,

Nor in. hope the world can shew

A fitter love for me;

But since that I must die at last,

'Tis best

Thus to use myself in jest

By feigned death to die.

Yesternight the sun went hence,

And yet is here to-day;

He has no desire nor sense,

Nor half so short a way:

Then fear not me,

But. believe that I shall make
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